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from the Surrey side to the Strand ; from the
Strand to the Surrey side. It seems as if the
poor had gone raiding the town, and now trapesed
back to their own quarters, like beetles scurrying
to their holes, for that old woman fairly hobbles
towards Waterloo, grasping a shiny bag, as if
she had been out into the light and now made
off with some scraped chicken bones to her hovel
underground. On the other hand, though the
wind is rough and blowing in their faces, those
girls there, striding hand in hand, shouting out
a song, seem to feel neither cold nor shame.
They are hatless. They triumph.

The wind has blown up the waves. The
river races beneath us, and the men standing
on the barges have to lean all their weight on
the tiller. A- black tarpaulin is tied down over
a swelling load of gold. Avalanches of coal
glitter blackly. As usual, painters are slung on
planks across the great riverside hotels, and the
hotel windows have already points of light in
them. On the other side the city is white as
if with age ; St. Paul's swells white above the
fretted, pointed, or oblong buildings beside it.
The cross alone shines rosy-gilt. But what
century have we reached ? Has this procession
from the Surrey side to the Strand gone on for
ever ? That old man has been crossing the